70                      THE TIME OF CALAMITY

Leaving the hospital, I walked over the bridge. Again I saw the
island. It was still early and morning enveloped it in the same
mirage as at eve. There, in the middle of the town, between the two
banks lined with factories and houses, above the spreading waters
swathed in drifting mist, it still looked that refuge inaccessible to
calamity of which Mathurin had dreamt.